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THE  GARRET  HEAR  THE  SET 


The  Author’s  Edition.  Published  by  Permission. 

The  Garret  near  the  sky  Charity  Crow  the  binder  Pepper’s  patent  Ghost 
Poor  old  Mike  I’d  choose  to  be  a  baby  Mary’s  Policeman 

Sam’s  Sally  Love  and  Courage  The  Thorn 

Beef,  Pork  Mutton  Plodding  through  the  Going  down  Holborn 

Water-cresses  Rain  Hill 

The  Sailor’s  Grave  The  Angel  dress’d  in  White  Ain’t  you  sorry  you  dtesseu 

Pretty  Polly  Perkins  of  My  boyhood’s  home  yourself 
Paddington  Green  I  must  go  out  on  Sunday  Isabella 

LONDON:  PUBLISHED  BY  J.  T.  WOOD,  273,  STRAND. 


NEW  AND  FAVOURITE  SONGS, 

-• _  /Aii  a-l/-  r _ ii ...  / 


az.Ii  the  run  or  the  x’axe. 

Music  published  by  H.  D’Alcdrn,  Rathtione 
Place,  Oxford  Street  "A  1 

No  doubt  you  all  remember  Greenwich  Pair 
when  in  its  prime ; 

Fo r  y  oun  g  an  d  old  you  would  behold  flock  there 
at  Easter  time, 

And  how  the  lade  and  lasses  would  jump, 
twist,  turn,  and  stare. 

When  they  got  a  scratch  all  down  the  back 
with  44  All  the  fun  of  the  fair.” 

Who’ll  buy  the  fun  of  the  fair,  and  make  folks 
laugh  and  stare? 

The  best  of  any— only  a  penny— 14  All  the  fun 
of  the  fair." 

You  saw  dancing  booths  and  fancy  stalls,  and 
lottery  boxes  scores, 

Play-acting  shows  and  circuses,  and  various 
drinking  stores, 

<5ay  round-abouts  and  swinging  boats,  and  Old 
Aunt  Sallies  there — 

But  nothing  pleased  the  girls  so  much  as  44  All 
the  fun  of  the  fair.1*  Who’ll  buy, 

How  often  would  folks  fancy,  when  the 
seratcher  hard  did  press 

Against  them,  that  their  elothes  were  torn,  or 
some  part  of  their  dress, 

And  tho’  they’d  shout  and  run  about,  here, 
there,  and  everywhere, 

How  they  would  laugh  to  avoid  the  chaff,  at 
4  4  All  the  fun  of  the  fair.  ** 

Who’ll  buy,  &c. 

There  married  as  well  as  single  would  all  enjoy 
the  fun, 

And  how  they’d  prattle  and  with  rattle  behind 
each  other  run, 

When  down  the  back  they  wouldn’t  lack  to 
scratch  you.  I  declare ! 

Then  all  the  crowd  would  shout  aloud, 14  Here’s 
4  All  the  fun  of  the  fair,*  " 

Who’ll  buy,  &c. 

Now  all  who  would  be  happy  and  fun  would 
ever  know, 

They’ve  only  but  to  purchase  one  of  these 
before  I  go — 

Especially  those  who’d  marry,  you’re  sure  to 
make  a  match, 

If  you’ll  but  buy  and  only  try  to  bring  them  to 
the  scratch.  'Who’ll  buy,  &c. 


A  FATHER’S  LOVE. 

From  the  OpAra  ofi* 4  L  urline **  (Wallace. ) 
The  neptar  cup,  i usy  yield  delight, 

The  heart  sweet  music  mpvcf 
But,  oh!  no  charn^,  howeyer  bright. 

Is  like  paternal lev^j, 

Afifection  wears  a  silken  chain, 

O’er  deserts  thoflrff  we  rove, 

It  gently  dratrs  hs  back  again — 

Each  link  a  father’s  love. 

It  gently  draws  us  .back,  &c. 
Yes!  like  the  balm  of  op’ning  flow’rs, 
Across  the  oeean  foam, 

It  floats  with  ns  t  o  distant  shores, 

It  pilots  back  our  home. 

Alas !  how  oft,  in  later  years, 

Though  changed  the  heart  may  prove. 
Doth  mem’ry’s  dream  recall,  thro’  tears, 
Afather*«  early  love. 

Doth  mem’ry’s  dream,  &c. 


BILLY  PATTISON. 

,  ■  '<>*',  £  **  V»f  . 

Oh !  white  folks  listen  unto  me,  •  v 

Oh !  Billy  Pattispn ! 

Ihe  subject  of  my  story  riltellutfto  thee, 
Don’t  tell  rae|  don’t  tell  me ! 

The  name  of  my  song  I’ll  sing  unto  thee. 

Is,  oh !  Billy  Pattison ! 

The  name  of  my  song  I’ll  tell  unto  thee, 

Don’t  tell  me,  don’t  tell  me. 

Chorus. 

'Billy  Pattison,  good-bye, 

I  think  your  horse  *ill  die, 

If  he  don’t  I’ll  ride  again, 

If  he  does  I’ll  tan  his  hide; 

I’ll  lay  ten  dollars  down, 

I’ll  leave  it  in  my  will. 

Show  me  the  man  in  this  yer  town, 

That  struck  my  brother  Bill. 

I  had  a  brother — his  name  was  Dick, 

Oh !  Billy  Pattison  ! 

Somebody  hit  him  on  the  head  with  a  brick. 
Don’t  tell  me,  don't  tell  me ! 

Oh !  what  did  he  say  when  he  came  too? 

Oh!  Billy  Pattison! 

44 1  say  darkies,  this  wont  do," 

Don’t  tell  me,  don’t  tell  me.  , 

Billy  Pattison,  Sic. 

If  ever  you  go  to  Fiddler’s  Green, 

Oh !  Billy  Pattison, 

A  lame  old  nigger  is  there  to  be  seen, 

Don’t  tell  me,  don’t  tell  mo ! 

In  his  right  hand  he  holds  a  will, 

Oh  l  Billy  Pattison ! 

And  this  is  the  man  that  struck  old  Bill, 
Don’t  tell  me,  don’t  tell  me! 

Billy  Pattison,  Sic. 


BE  QUIET,  BO!  I’LL  CALX.  MT 
MOTHER. 

Published  by  Addison,  Hollier ,  and  Lucas. 

As  I  was  sitting  in  a  wood,,  ;  , 

Under  an  oak-tree’s  jeaCy, coyer, 

Musing  in  pleapwjit  sqlitude* 

Who  should  come  by  but.  J[phn,  my  lover. 

He  press’d  my  hand,  and  kiss’d  my  cheek; 
Then,  warmer  growiug,  kiss’d  the  other. 

While  I  exclaim^!*  and  strove  to  HhrielC 
44  Be  quiet,  do  1  I’U  call  my  mother.  ’ 

A 

He  saw  my  anger  was.aincere, 

,  Hb  sdt  him  en  the  grass  beside  me; 

He  feign’d  such  pretty  amorous  wee, 
Breath’d  such  swept  vows,  oae  after  other, 

I  could  but  smile,  and  wlij&per  low, 

44  Be  quiet,  $o !  I’ll  call  rify  blether.* 

He  talk’d  so  long,  and  talk’d  so  well, 

And  Vdw’d  he  meant  not  to  deceive  me; 

I  fifeYtr  xil^fe  grief  than  I  can  tell, 

When,  with  a  sigh,  he  rose  te  leave  me. 

44  Oh  ?  John,’*  said  1, 44  And  must  theu  got 
I  love  t^ee^ttet  than  all  ether, 

There  Atioitee’d^q  htapy  se, 

I  never  meant  te  eah  itiy  mother.”  ’* 


NEW  AND.  tfAVOtJRlTE  SONGS. 


SAM’S  SALLY ; 

Oft,  THE  GAl<  FROM  PENSYLVANIA.  V 

Words  by  G.  W.  Hunt. 

Sung  by  T.  Maclag  an. 

Music  published  by  L’ Infant,  Rathbone  place. 

Oh,  British  fplkfi  Use  jest  arrived, 

Fee  de  gal  dfcy  calls  Sam’s  Sally; 

I  use  to  work  on  de  cotton  fields, 

Way  down  in  Pen-sil-va-ni. 

Fse  sister  ob  Julius  Caesar  . 

Who  works  among  be  brake. 

And  son-in-law  ob  Pompey  Squash, 

And  nephew  to  Ole  Jake. 

Chorus. 

Ho,  ho  !  ho,  hoi 
Fee  Sam’s  own  Sally,  oh  l 
I  comes  to  see  you  British  folks,  -.a 
AW  de  way  from  Pen-syl-va-ni. 

Hob,  ho !  hoh,  ho ! 

I’se  Sam’s  own  Sally,  oh  I 
I  comes  to  see  you  British  folks. 

All  de  way  from  Pen-syl-va-ni. 

Spoken. — Or  any  other  gal,— but  to  return 
to  the  subject. 

I  walk’d  to  Jersey  city 
Whar  I  gets  on  board  a  ship. 

My  massa  he  run  after  me. 

But  dis  gal  gib  him  de  slip. 

I  ax’d  ’em  whar  de  ship  was  gwine, 

Dey  said  I  Was  coining  here, 

But  when  de  ship  began  to  go. 

Ho  1  it  made  dis  gal  feel  queer. 

Ho,  ho  I  &c. 

Oh,  de  wind  it  blew  and  thundered. 

And  it  blew  de  ship  away, 

Sally  she  fell  down  de  hole. 

And  dere  dey  let  me  lay. 

Be  ship  jump’d  up  and  .de  ship  jump’d  down 
And  de  lightning  how  it  roar’d, 

De  Captain  said  dey’d  have  to  chuck 
Dis  poor  gal  overboard. 

Ho,ho!  &c. 

At  last  we  gets  to  Liberpool, 

An  den  I  gets  on  shore, 

I  guess  dey  won’t  find  dis  old  gal 
Aboard  of  a  Ship  no  tnore. 

I  hopes  to  see  my  Uncle  Sam  { *  '1 

Now  1’se  got  on  de  land,1 
Dat  darkie.he  has  got  my  heart,  •  H;i  -  • 

And  noW  he'll  have  my  hand.  ;  .  >  1  *  * 

Ho,  ho !  &c. 

THE  TWia  or  THE  SHAMTSOfl. 

Music  published  by  Foster  and'  L1  Enfant, 
Rathbone  Place .  ll 

On  the  beautiful  banks  of  the  Shannon,  r 
There  grows  such  an  illegdnt  tree. 

And  the  fruit  that  it  bears  is  shillelagh. 

I’ve  a  sprig  of  it  here  you  may  see :  *  v  . 

*TU  the  remnant  of  all  my  large  fortune. 

It’s  the  friend  that  ne’er  played  me  a  trick. 
And  I'd  rather  loose  half  my  supportin’ 

Than  I’d  part  with  this  illcgani  stick* 


It  3  ijbepprier.that’s  carried  my  luggage. 

For  FTt  shoulder’d  it  many  a  mile. 

And  from  thieves  it  will  safely  protect  me 
Ih  a  beautiful,  delicate  style. 

It’s  useful  for  rows  in  the  summer, 

Atia  When  winter  comes  on  with  a  storm. 

If  you’re  short  of  a  fire  in  the  cabin, 

You  can  bum  it  to  keep  yourself  warm.  . 

’Twas  a  beautiful  twig,  ft*. 

It’s  a  friend  both  so  true  and  se  constant— 

It’s  constancy  pen  cannot  paint, 

For  it  always  is  there  when  it’s  wanted, 

An’d  sometimes  it’s  there  when  it  aint. 

It  beats  all  your  guns  and  your  rifles , 

For  it  goes  off  whene’er  you  desire. 

Audit’s  sure  tohit  just  what  it  aims  at, 

£or  shillelaghs  they  never  miss  fire. 

'Twds  a  beautiful  twig,  Jus* 

It’s  a  talisman  so  upright  and  honest. 

Twenty  shillings  it  pays  in  the  pound, 

So  if  ever  it  gets  in  your  debt,  sir, 

You’re  sure  to  be  paid  I’ll  be  beund. 

It  never  runs  up  a  long  score,  sir. 

In  trade  it’s  not  given, to  fail, 

, There’s  no  danger  of  it’s  being  insolvent. 

For  it  always  pays  down  on  tne  nail. 

I  ’T  was  a  beautiful  twig,  dm* 

And  faith  at  an  Irish  election. 

An  argument  striking,  it’s  there, 

Forwith  brickbats  and  sprigs  Of  the  Shannon 
We  see  things  all  go  right  and  square. 

It’s  then  there’s  no  bribery  at  all,  sir. 

They  vote  as  they  like  every  soul. 

But  it’s  no  use  opposing  shillelagh, 

Or  it’s  sure  to  come  down»on  the  poH, 

*Twas  a  beautiful  twig,  &e. 

Old  England  is  the  queen  of  the  ocean. 

The  home  where  the  slave  can  be  free. 

And  the  gem  that  she  wears  on  her  bosom, 

It’§  the  Emerald  Isle  of  the  Sea. 
j  An’  if  folks  don’t  believe  in  shillelagh, 

*  *$&d  think  it  all  blarney  I’ve  wrote, 

;  Let  them  tread  on  the  tail  of  the  Lion, 

Or  the  tail  of  an  Irishman’s  coat. 

Sure  it’s  then  that  they’ll  find  that  shillelagh. 

Is  liberty’s  beautiful  tree, 

I  That  in  summer  and  winter  will  blossom. 
While  the  hands  that  protect  it  are  free. 

|  ( WHAT  CAN’T  BE  CURjBB. 


Jfcix!  the  sprig  of  shillelagh  for  me. 


What  can't  be  cured,  love,  must  be  endured— 
Then,  fare  you  well;  I  must  go  away. 

'  ^  '  n'  ‘ 

What  can’t  be  cured,  ipye,  must  be  endured— 
So,  fare  you  well ;  I’m  going  away. 

She  cried  and  sighed,  oh!  When  we  parted; 

Says,!,  My  dear,  wipe  your  tears  away.” 
She  says  to  me,  “John,  I’m  broken-hearted. 
To  think  you're  going  far  upon  the  sea. 

What  can’t  be  cured,  &c. 

“  My  heart  is  sad,  lovely  JohiVhy  dear, 

To  think  youvd  leave  yohr  Sally  here, 

Your  auburn  hair  didttjy  heart  ensnare, 

'  And  your  gimlet  eyes  bored  a  hole  thto’  mat 
What  can’t  be  cured,  fcc. 


0 


NEW  AND  FAVOURITE  SONGS. 


.  THE  PXPSSl. 

In  the  year  ’9S»  when  our  troubles  were  great. 


In  this  troublesome  time,  oh!  ’twas  a  great 
crime,  r,  ,  ,  •  ,  : 

And  murder  never  was  riper, 

At  the  side  of  Glenshee,  not  an  %cxe  from  me, 
There  lived  one  Denny  Byrne,  a  piper. 

Neither  wedding  or  wrake  would  be  worth  a 
.  shaken  ~ •  •  \ 

Where  Denny  was  not  first  invited, 

.At  squeezing  the  bags  and  emptying  the  kegs 
He  astonished  as  well  as  delighted. 

In  these  times  poor  Denny  cotfla  not  earn  ohe 
penny,  •* 

Martial  law  had  him  stung  like  a  viper, 

They  kept  him  within  till  the  bones  and  the 
skin,  >  . 

Were  grinning  thro*  the  rags  of  the  piper. 

One  evening  in  June*  as  he  was  going  home, 
Alter  the  fair  of  Rathnagan, 

What  should  he  see  from  the  branch  of  a  tree, 
But  the  corpse  of  a  Hessian  there  hanging. 
Bays  Denny,  •?  Those,  rogues  have'  boots,  I’ve  I 
brogues.” 

On  the  boots  then  he  laid  such  a  griper, 

He  pulled  with  such  might  and  the  boots  were 
so  tight. 

That  legs  and  boots  came  away  with  the 
piper.  <•- 

Then  Denny  did  run,  for  fear  of  being  hung, 
Till  he  came  to  Tim  Kennedy’s  cabin, 

Says  Tim,  from  within,  ^1  can’t  let  you  in ; 
You’ll  be  shot  if  you’re  caught  there  a  rap¬ 
ping.” 

He  went  to  the  shed,  where  the  cow  was  in  bed, 
With  a  wisp  he  began  for  to  wipe  her,1 
They  lay  down  together,  on  a  seven  foot 
feather, 

And  the  cow  fell  a  hugging  the  piper. 

Then  Denny  did  yawn,  as  the  day  it  did  dawn 
And  he  streel’d  off  the  boots  of  the  Hessian, 
The  legs,  by  the  law,  he  left  them  on  the  straw, 
And  he  gave  them  leg-bail  for  his  mission. 
When  the  breakfast  was  done,  Tim  sent  out 
his  son, 

To  make  Denny  jump  up  like  a  lanlplighter, 
When  the  legs  there  he  saw,  he  roared  like  a 
jackdaw, 

14  Oh,  daddy,  the  cow's  eat  the  piper!”  J 

“  Mushabad  luck  on  the  beast— she’d  a  musical 
taste,  r 

For  to  eat  such  a.beautiful  chanter; 

Arrah!  Patrick  avic,  take  a  lump  of  a  stick, 
Drive  her  off  to  Glenhealy— we’ll  cant  her." 
Mrs.  Kennedy  bawl'd,  and  the  neighbours  were 
call’d, 

They  begap  for  to  humbug  and  gibe  her,  i 
.To  the  churchyard  Tim  walked,  with  the  legs 
in  a  box, 

And  the  cow  will  be  hung  for  the  piper. 

The  cow  she  was  drove  a  mile  or  two  off, 

To  the  fair  at  the  side  of  Glenhealy, 

And  there  she  was  sold  for  four  guineas  in  gold, 
To  the  clerk  of  the  parish,  Tim  Dailey. 


They  went  to  a  tent,  the  lucky  penny,  waaapent, 
^Theejprk  being  a  lolly  old  /twiner, 

Who-dTe  think  was  there,  playing  the  “ Rakes 
of  Kildare/* 

But  poor  Denny  Byrne,  the  piper. 

Then  Tim  gave  a  bolt,  likeahalf  drunken  colt. 

At  the  piper  he  gazed  like  a  gommock, 

He  skid,  “By  the  powers!  I  thought,  these 
eight  hours,  ..  .  r. 

You  were  playing  in  DrinanDhu’s  stomach  .” 
Then  Denny  observed,  hoW  the  Hessian  was 
served*  v  .  v  '•'<»  .  ,  v. 

And  they  all  dished  nicks  secure  to  the 
griper, 

For  grandeur  they  met,  their  whistles  they  wet. 

And  like  devils  they  danced  round  the  piper. 

%  m—mmmm—n  .  .  .  •  r 

THE  WHISTLING  THIEF. 

When  Pat  came  o’er  the  hills,  his  colleen  fair 
to  see. 

His  whistle,  loud  and  shrill,  his  signal  was  to  be, 
{Shrill  whistle .) 

“Oh!  Mary,”  the  mother  cried, 44  there’s  some 
one  whistling  sufe.* 

“Oh!  mother,  you  know  it's  the  wind  that’s 
whistling  through  the  door,” 

:  {Whistle*,  44  Garry  Owen /*) 

“I’ve  lived  a  long  time,  Mary,  In  this  wide 
world,  my  dear, 

But  the  wind  to  whistle,  like  that,  I  never  yet 
did  hear  j  ** 

“  But,  mother,  you  know  the  fiddle  hangs 
just  behind  the  chink, 

And  the  wind  upon  the  strings  is  playing  a 
tune,  I  think.” 

,  (  J)og  barks.) 

“  The  dog  is  barking  now,  and  the  fiddle  can't 
play  that  tune,” 

“  But  mother,  you  know  that  dogs  will  bark, 
when  they  see  the  moon  ;  ” 

“  Now  hotf  can  he  see  the  moon,  when  you 
know  he’s  old  and  blind, 

Blind  dogs  can’t  see  the  moon,  nor  fiddles  be 
played  by  the  wind.” 

jjr.  {Dig  grunts.) 

44  And  now  there  is  the  pig,  onaisy  in  his 
mind,” .  ^  - 

44  But,  mother,  you  know  they  say  that  pigs 
can  see  the  wind  ;  ” 

“  Thats  all  very  well  in  the  day,  hut  then  I 
u*ay  remark, 

That  pigs,  no  more  than  we,  can  see  anythin* 
in  the  dark.” 

44  Now  I’m  not  such  a  fool  as  you  think,  I 
know  very  well  It  is  Pat,  v 

Be  off  you  whistling  thief,  and  get  along 
home  out  Of  tfiat, 

And  you  he  ofrto  your  bed,  and  don't  bother 
movfrith  yoUr  tears, 

For  tho’  I’ve  lost  my  eyes,  I  have  not  lost 
my  ears.” 

/  MORAL. 

Now,  boys,  too  near  the  house,  don’t  courting 
go,  d’ye  mind,  ° 

Unless  you’re  certain  sure  the  old  woman’s 
both  deaf  and  blind  ; 

The  days  when  they  were  young,  forget 
they  treVer  can,  ° 

They’re  sure  to  tell  the  difference  'twixt  a 
fiddle,  a  dog,  or  a  man. 


■  •  a  r:r;  uovi  i  at .  /  .. 

NEW  AND  FAVOURITE  SONGS. 


S  MUST  OO  OUT  6*f 

Written  by  G.  Linnasus  Banks. 

Music  by  Wiikiam  Wilson.  ..a 
Published  by  per  mission  of  the  Music  publishing 
Company ,  19,  Feter’s-hill,  3t.  Paul's,  of  whom 
the  Music  may  be  vbtuinep,  Price  64. } 

I*m  Jenny  Jinks,  the  kitchen  maid,  -  , 

Of  hard  wcftk  not  at  all  afraid,  *,  ;  v 

Not  yet  partic’lar  to  a  shades ;  ,  v  -  }: 

But  I  mutt  go  out  on  Sunday*. 

Slat  days  1*11  wbrk  with  all  my  might, 

To  keep  the  pots  and  kettles  bright. 

And  put  the  cobwebs  out  of  sight?*-  ’] 

But  I  must  go  out  on  Sundays  l  J  ; 

When  firdt  I  went  to  take  a  place. 

The iady  looW^iiie  intheface,  *  i 
Anti  said,  **  Young  girl,  now  state  your  case. 
And  what  about  your  fctinda^s  ?  w 
“  Marm,  I  can  bake,  and  I  can  breW, 

And  I  nan  cook  an  Irish  stew, 

And  wash  a  shirt,  and  iron  it,  too, 

But  1  must  go  out  on  Sundays  !  ” 

Six  days  I’ll  work,  & c. 

“  Indeed !  why  then  'tis  plain,"  said  she, 

*\Thkt  you  will  never  do  for  me  l" 

1  took  my  leave  with  a  curtsey,  * 

Resolved  to  have  my  Sundays. 

A,  do^eu  places  more  I  tried,  \V,  • 
Throughout  great  London  city  .wide,  ’ 

But  every  where  the  ladies  cried,  ,  ..  ‘ 

“  We  don’t  give  *  outs  ’  on  Sundays  1  ” 

Six  days  I’d  work,  Ac. 

At  last  to  bring  the  fates  to  bdok, 

Sly  counsel  with  ray*,elf  I  took. 

And  got  a  place  with  Doctor  Hook,  i  1 

Who  never, mentioned  Sundays. 

But  when  came  round  .of  days  ttie  .best. 

In  pink  and  green  myself  I  dress’d. 

And  sailed  ofF  gaily  to  the  V^»t, 

Like  other  guls,  pn  Sundays !  V  ,  * 

Six  days  I’lJ  work,&e. 

With  Corporal  Tomkins,  of  the  Blues, 

So  handsome— six  foot  in  hi*  shoes— 

I  spent  the  day,  did  wfiat  I  chose. 

And  planned  for  future  Sundays.. 

But,  fancy !  when  I  homeward  sped. 

The  family  was1  fell  in  bed; 

Save  one,  who  through  the  keyhole  said, 

“  That’s  going  out  oh  Sundays !  ” 

Six  days  I’ll  work,  &c. 

Now,  wasn’t  this  a.pretty  plight  ? 

No  friends  at  hand,  locked  put  all  nig^t, 

And  told  it  only  served  me  right, 

.  For  going.out  on  Sundaysf  ^  s  ! 

But  worst,  because  I  kicked  the  door,  1 

“  Police !  ”  was  called,  th^re  camp  up  four, 

"Who  took  me  to— I’ll  Bay  no  more, 

But  it  wasn’t  a  place  for  Sundays. 

Six  days  I’ll  work,  &c.' 

So  here  I  am  again,  you  see, 

A  girl  of  famous,  industry. 

But  one  who  loves,  hpr  liberty, 

And  most  of  all  on. Sundays!  T  J 

Who  wants  a  servant!  Sir,  do  you! 

I’ll  cook,  clean,  bake,  wait,  scrub,  and  brew  t  ’ 
X>arn,  stitch,  wash,  starch,  and  iron,  too— 

But  I  must  go  out  on  Sundays! 

Six  day’s  I’ll  work,  &c* 


One  word  before  you  answer,  pray— 

This  much  kjfedt  fhysdf  PirfaV, 

To  reoonfeile  jfott  to  mV  way  '•  A 
Of  going  out’  oh  Sundays • 

I’ll  wot  haste  alight  that’r  worth  a  * i?\ 

Nor  ever  let  a  Bobby  in, 

To  pick  your  bodes,  or  drink  your  gini 
ButlhhisfgO  Outon  Sundays! 

8ix  days  I'll  work,  &e» 

>.  ffr  I'J 

THE  DRAPER’S  CLERK ;  OR, 

;  JOANNA  AND  VERMICELLI. 

Published  %y  permission  of  the  Mvtib  Publish¬ 
ing  Company,  19,  Peter’s  Hill,  St.  PauVs, 


of  whom  the  Music  can  bVtib'f pined, 

There  was  &  young ,  man  lived  in  Plymouth 
town, 

i  Vermicelli  was  his  maiden  name, 

He  got  tired  of  living  a  country  life, 

And  he  wasn't  Very  much  for  to  blame. 

Oh  I  he  emigrated  down  to  this  here  town, 
Thefountain  of  all  wealth, 

Andhe  measured  out  tape  in  a  draper's  shop. 
Which  wasn^t  very  good  fbr  hip  health.  < 

i1.*  "!?'>*»>  • 

Oh !  he  fell  in  lore  with  *  sweet  young  dove. 
Her  name  it  was  Joanna ; 

She  wore  a  magnolious  crinoline. 

And  she  punishedihe  grand  planner. 

Oh  1  he  took  her  up  to  Richmond,  on  the  penny 
boat. 

And  fed  her  on  strawberries  and  cream, 

She  was  chief  engineer  in  a  milliner’s  shop. 

And  boss  of  a  sewing  machine. 

There  was  a  photographic  man  lived  opposite? 
her  house,  o 

And  he  tried  her  cruel  heart  for  to  soften. 
And  he  won  her  young  affections  away, 

By  taking  her  picture  for  noffin’. 

When  the  draper’s  clerk  came  to  hear  of  this. 
Out  of  him  it  took  the  shine ; 

He  pack'd  his  clothes  in  a  cigar «box,  and  bought 
a  through  ticket. 

And  sail’d  lor  Melbourne  on  the  Black  Ball, 
line. 

DOVE  AND  COURAGE*. 

What  speeds  the  hunter  to  the  chase, 

Where  bears  and  wolves  are  prowling  t 
What  makes  him  ev’ry  danger  face, 

And  mock  their  savage  howling  ? 

’Tis,  love  that  nerves  his.  ,arm! 

’Tis  love,  the  patent  charm 
His  heart  with  courage  flripg, 

'Tis  love — the  all  inspiring. 

What  spurs  the  soldier  to  the  field. 

Where  balls  around  are  flying? 

What  nerves  his  arm  ?  his  breast  doth  shield*. 
Amid  the  dead  and  dyingr  ?  ?  • 

’Tis  love  &c. 

What  makes  the  hero  brave  and  true? 

What  leads  him  on  to  glory? 

What  makes  him  dare  such  deeds  to  do 
As  live  in  future  story  ?  v 
'Tis  love  awards  the  prize, 

’Tis  love  in  beauty’s  eyes  i , 

|  His  heart  with  courage  firing, 

'Tis  love— the  all  inspiring. 


NEW  AND1’  FAVOURITE  SONGS.' 


sbkt ;torb *  mtotom,  wax 

There  was  a  IjQtelkpr^aar^^  boy^  - 
Whoagirl  did. pp  U$UW n<fy-p0*-uoy, 

By  winking  at  lief  .fl^iey.*;.. 

And  whenever  tfoft  9*^  to  Wi  inop,  ( 

To  purchase* ste*koj  a {Uce Ipin chop, 

s*'j»WLisrW;ss*rf”' 

*  ,  it, >,  r.  1/ 


buy,  buy, 
He  love  for  her cl! 


Which  love  he  dii 


pjfk,  $utt6n, ,  will  you 
Pork,”  &c. 


Now  a  smart  young  brother  had  she,  the,  she, 
Who  hSdSmfe^  cSme  %f| 

Where  he  did  the,  war 


He  his  sister  embraced  wlttLodt  d<e}ky, 

He  did  not  kuoW  ’twaa  her  brother,  brother, 
brother*  -v.v„  ......  4  • 

But  thought  of  16tir^  fjtwa|  anoUiCT-nother. 

So  fat°e&d  tjgfi**”; 7':  l ...  :  ;7 

And  walk’d  up  Ip  tUjs’Sandr—wbO  |jare  M.m  a 
frowh— . '  . .  •  -v ;;  ‘ '  :  j. 

But  instead  of  directly  knocking  nfai  ^down. 

He  cried,  V^ft^Tdfk,  Mutton,.  jyffl  '-you  buy 

&c- 

Then  the  Butcher  ha  chatted  bis  knife,  knife 

.%midk  ?,5aoo;^wv  i ■ 

Besolved  to  take  the  We,  life,  Mfe, 

* ,  Of.  this  tre^ch*rpu»  tin  so;  sly  5  •  w 

So  by  the  hair  lie  caught  the  in  aid. 

And  after  fl  -uij^hing  hii  blade, 


He  cried,  "J 


irk*,  Mutton,  will  you 

The^  Sailor  coming*  in^-likea  brick,  brick,  brick. 
Saluted  the  Butchfi  with  a  kick,  kick,  kick, 
That  lifted  him  three  feet  high  jj. 

And  w lie iv  recovered  fitnathe  shock. 

He  directly  ran  behind  his  block. 

And  cried,  44  Beefli’lnfck,  Mutton,  will  you 
huywft&y»  bhy  >”  1  ..  ‘.  .,1*  I  *;1».  •  -m!  v’ 

i  ,'j  v  ’  “  Beef,  Park,^  &ci 

Thus  being  be ttfi  ibf  kdpre,  hopei  hope. 

He  went  and  bought  a  rope,  rope,  rope, 
RokA/rpH  t. It iif*  he  w«:hld‘nie. 


Reko^v^d  tlYtif  he  wodld’die. 

But  she  ad  explained,  and  became  bis  .bride. 
So  instead  of  CQmmiittiu*  saicide, 

He  still  cries,  “  3c«L  Pork*  Mpttqn,  will  you 
bay,  buy,  ljuy  )**  ,  „) .  .  . 

i  **  Beef,  Fork,”  &c. 


THE  ANGZ»  bltESS’D  SN 
WHITE. 

Am  —fotitripstead  ii  tHe  place  to  ruralise. 


That 

Of  me  begged  so  polite, 

I  could  not  ha  rtfusitog, ' 

Such  4r(6M’d  in  *Mt|.  ‘ 

Beware  ol  strange  girls,  when  yw  re  meeting 
•  tMm,  "■  '  "Ti-'th. 

Don’t  be  treating  them,  With  tailes  greeting 

lwwJV  'ri!  os  '  ^  Oil  " 

Nothing  you'll  find butdeoeit  in  them, ....  , ,, r» 
Dress’d  in  dark  or  white.  . 


jl  ii  ’ 


She  press’d  me  not  be  forsaking  hfti 
V.  «,l^.ba.U  ^Mi  f  f  waa  fteVSitA  W  T  liv  *0< 


No  mistake  la  her  f  T  was  taking  her 
To  a  public-house,  to  lake  wine  making  her. 
She  did  not  tiflfngt**  *’■  '  VM,}  •  . 

Whilst  the  wine  was  drinking,  Vl; 

With  her  eyes  io  bright*  .  *1  : 

On  me  constant  winking,  '  • 

Was  the  AnpXMM  white.  , , .  .  ?  ( 

Bewajre  pf  strange  girls,  &c. 

Another  Angel  sooawa*  dropping  in,  -  < 
Smiling  hopping  in,  by  accident *  drbpping  in. 
As  her  nurse  alked  to  be  stopping  in, '  v 
,  *  ITo  shew  me  her  baby. 

The  child  smiledpn  me  sweetly, 

It  seemed  delighted  quite,/  ♦  '  •  * 

’  T  was  dress’dett  very  neatly,  •  •>  ' 

Like  its  Ma*— in  white. 

Beware  of  strange  girls,  &£•, 

Of  course  a  great  fuse  they  were  making  it,  1 
No  mistake  in  X^must  be  taking  it,  * 

The  nurse  so  willingly  forsaking  it,  ‘Ism'; 

Dropped  it  in  my  arms.. 

Whilet  its  weight  was  feeling,  o  » -  >  • 

All  of  a  Budden  quite,  '  > 

Its  nurse  awgy  wag  steating,  i 

With  its  Idammain  white. 

Bf  watre  of  strange  girls,  &(V 


One  night  in  Piccadilly  strolling  was, 
Homeward  railing  was,  the  clock  twelve  tolling 


was, 


When  just  as  mystlf  consoling  was, 


ss^ass^ssaafa.  •= * 

Its  Mamma  to  find  !  .trying- was. 

But  nowhere  could  l^ee.  ,  ’ 

The  house  again  to  find  it 
l  was  puzzl’d  quitoi 
So  the  Barmaid  nad^haind  it, 

For  the  Angel  dnssstd'fh' ^ white. 


i^vVtr 


Beware  of  ^trakige  girls,  &C7 


. ’iV 

again,; 
e  again  ; 


ol 


Its  Ma  nor  Nurse,  pince  ^venot.^ 

So  jolly  green  again,  never  mean  to 
The  Baby  I  haye. never  seen  again, 

I  hope  ra  thriving,  wiell.  4  , 

From  me  justf  taike  a  warning, 

You  will  find  it  right. 

All  sly  wink’.s  scorning  r. .  ,  4  .. 

From  Angels  dress'd  iawbiteil  ,  . 

.  0  jpr^.  V** 


A  strange  girl  spqke  to  me 


THB  THORN. 

From  the  white,  blossom  <J[hloe 

requested  , 

A  sprig,  her  fair  wreast  to  adbibi ; 

“  N«,  by  Heaven!  M  I  exclaim’d,  “may  I  perish 
If  ever  1  plant  in  that,  boson*  a  thorn.” 


When  I  show’d  her  the  ring  and  implored. her 
to  marry,’  4  i  * 

She  blushed  like  th'fi dawning  Of  fopm. 
“Yes,  yes !  l’lrcOnsoA,”  she  replied^  “  if  you 
promise,  V 

That’ no  jealous  riyal  shall  laugh  me  to 
Ec?ra,M 


uT 


NEW  AND  FAVOURITE  SONGS'. 


TBS  GARRET  BEAR  TXS  SKT. 

Written  by  G. 

Soho  W.  Mackhet.  [ 

Music  published  by  L’ Enfant  anjt  jfyflgkins, 

■  ..  :  ,fiathbet»siac*.r  £,  Ju 

The  Cottage  by  the  sea. you’ve  heard  Of, 

But  not theOarrW’ddaSrthtfAy 
A  Cottage  life  methinks’is  ledtyv  ■  “  !  * 
But  life  in  arOareet's  high.  ai 
Though  I  canpot  . heat  the  satging  billow, 

Nor  see  the  vaves  as  they  roll  high, 

I  hear  Tom  Cats  when  on  mp^dUow,  « 

In  my  Garret  < 

Yes,  I  often  hear  the  cats  moll-rowing, 

In  my  Garret,  in  my.  Garret  nOar  the  sky. 

I  have  no  roses  nearrny  tiWClling, 

No  honeysuckle  iftteWmybedroom  floor, 
But  London  smoke  T’m. always  smelling,  - 
And  squalls  I  hear  from  kid’s  next  door; . 
The  Milkman’s  c^ll  it  oft  disturbs  me, 

And  the  Cat's-meat  man's  voiceringing  high, 
And  the  smoke  it  Won't  go  up  thechimblyy  T 
In  my  Garret  near  the  sky, 

Yes,  the  smoke  it  won't  go  up  thechimbly, 

In  my  Garret,  my  Garret  near  the  sky. 

Though  no  white  cliffs  soar  above  me, 
House-tops  and  chimbly  pots  I  see,  l 

I  can  gaze  on  St.  Giles'  steeple,  i 

That's  more  than  you  can  ndar  the  sea. 

But  when  it  rains,  oh!  Jee-roo-sa-Iem! 

It  comes  through  the  roof  in  pails  on  me, 

So  I  think  upon  consideration, 

I'd  prefer  the  Cottage  t#  the  sea, 

Yes,  methinks  upon  consideration, 

I’d  prefer  the  Cdttagehy  the  sea, 

PEPPER'S  PATENT  GHOST, 

Air— Nae  Luck. 

Written  by  H.  J.  Whymarx. 
(copyright.) 

Sensations,  now,  are  all  the  rage. 

Which  ever  way  we  turn, 

And  tho*  styled  an  enlightened  age, 

We  for  sensations  burn. 

But  Colleen  Bawn  ”  and  "Peep  6*  Day,” 
And  minor  Ones — a  host— 

Have,  one  and  all  at  length  gave  Way. 

To  “  Pepper's  Patent  Ghost,*' 

Tol  ie  rol,  &c* 

All  those  who’re  nervously  inclined. 

At  home  bad  bettdr  keep. 

If  not,  tbeynl  very  likely  find 
Strange  feelings  o'er  them  creep ; 

For  in  each  Park,  each  Square,,  and  Street, 

On  hording,  wall  or  post, 

They ‘Will  ah  invitation  meet 
To— “  Go  and  see  the  Ghost  !  ” 
r:  ■  1/  Tol  derol,  &c. 

AtMusic  Halls,  Theatres  too, 

This  “  Patent;  Ghost  they  show. 

The  Goblin  novelty  "to  view 
Some  thousands  nightly  go ; 

For  such  a  sight  they  gladly  pay. 

In  order  just  to  boast. 

To  All  their  ‘Country  Cousins’— they 
Have  seen  a  perfect  Ghost! 

Tol  de  rol,  &c. 


If  some  defqu 
Or  greater* 
Go  caii  on  Mt.'.Pi 
Will  raise  th;ei 
The  “  Spirit 


Tho  - 

And  Blondfo’whydihigrMUy 
And  Leotard — with  ms ,  Trapeze ” 

Now,  DircksAnd  PqpW  hi  their  “  Stead," 
At  present  rule  the  roast, 

Alt  London,  by  the  nolle  la  led— 

To  see  their  “  tgMbVGfcptf  f?;  , 

.  Toi  4e  *61,  Ac. 

wish  to, see, 
her  too, 

yer,  hd  "  f 

. . .  J/fbr^oii. 

?he  “  Spirit  jUpperq,”  iff,  ttieir  trade, 

,,Np longer ;  ’ 

Taey’re  put  completely  In  the  shade 
By  the  V  Poley  technic  <jhoet  !  " 

Tol  de  rol,  &c* 

This  Gbostf  they  say,  so  well  does  pay, 

All  Managers  intend 
To  introduce  it  in  each  play, 

But  there  it  will  not  end. 

For  Spurgeon— wbo>  by  no  means  slow-r- 
Sajfs  in  a  wedk*  ht  most  4  V  1  1 ''  * 

H-f  will  he  quite  ntepared  to  show-^  ' 

His  “  Tabernafle  Ghost.” 

.  c  ,  Tol  de  rol,  &c» 

Fresh  patents  come  out  every  day, 

But  still  in  my  idea, 

I — for  my  part — must  freely  say, 

A  ”  Patent  Ghost,”  seems  queer.  . 

But  while  the  greats  sensation  lasts 
’Twill  prove  a  gqlden  host, 

Fof  money  must  be  mustered  .  ' 

To  see  “  Pepper's  Pkteht  Gho#t \ " 

*t  Tol  de  rol,  &c. 

MET  BOYHOOD’S  HOME. 


My  boyhood's  &ome;  oh!  Welcome,  welcome 
sight,  .. 

Green  spot  in  mem'ry  ever  deer, 

In  youth  my  siibjeCt  prayer  At  night, 

In  age,  a  joy  no  time  cansear.  &  | 

The  thunder  of  the  battle 

Ne'r  could  drown  thy’ yellow  corn  field's  song 

My  boyhood’s  home,  my  boyhood’s  home, 

My  heart  had  often*  dreams, 

'Twas  there  the  death  came  on  the  breeze 
along.  • 

Air, 

My  boyhood’s  home.  I  see  thy  hills, 
l  see  thy  valley!  Changeful  green, 

And  manhood's  eye  a  tear-drop  fills, 

Tho'  years  have  roll’d  since  thee  I've  seen. 

My  boyhood’s  home,  Ac. 

I  come  to  thee  from  war's  dread  school, 

A  warrior  stem  o*«r  thee  to  rule : 

But  while  I  gaze  on  each  loV'd  plain,] 

I  feel,  I  feel  I  am  a  boy  again. 

To  the  war  steed  adieu, 

To  the  trumpet  farewell,  IT**9 
To  the  pomp  of  thepalace,  the  proud  gilded 
dome;  **v 

For  the  green  scenes  of  childhood  I  .  bid  ye 
farewell, 

The  warrior  returns  to  his  boyhood's  lov’d 
home, 

To  his  boyhood's  lov’d  home,  his  lov'd  native 
home. 

My  boyhood’s  home,  &c. 


NEW  AND  FAVOURITE  SONGS* 


CHJUUTT  CIOW. 

Written  and  Supg  by  Haaxt  Cufton.  ( 

Music  published  by  Hopwood  and  Cre4vt  42, 
New  Bond  $Areet.  '*  '  ' 

[Vis/ r  j  tJv  »• 

Some  people  say  that  Cupid, 

Makes  us  feel  so  stupid,  ■  *  •  ' 

Well,  that  must  be  the  case  with  me,  oh,  dear,  oh ! 
For  long  I’ve  Joy’d  agentleniaid*  -  v  » L  .  .  v 
Who  lives  in  Garden  Row,  i-(> me  i-  "- 
And  *  Binding  Ladies  Boots  ’  her  trade. 

Her  name  is  Charity  Crow,  oh !  oh  !>  oh !  oh! 
Charity  Crow,  Charity  Crow,  Charity  Crow 
the  binder,  » i 

Charity  Crow,  I’m  going  to  gorCbarity  Croat 
to  see*  *  ti 

Charity  Crow,  Charity  Crow,  Charity  Crow 
the  binder,  nS  M*  ’  i  f 

Charity  Crow,  I’m  going  to  go*  Charity  Crow 
to  see.  .  ... ■«..:*«  i  ir>  * 

,->tU  lo 

riVas  at  a  gfps?  pafty^ 

Smiling  gay  and  hearty — 

I  did  meet  my  Ch&rity  aweet,  oh!  dear,  oh ! 
For  in  a  four-horse  pleasure  van, 

T6  Woodford  I  did  gbi  > :  lz 

The  fairest  seen  upon  the,  green 
That  day,  was  Charity  Cro#, oh !  on !  oh !  oh! 

Charity,  Grow,  &c. 

I  paid  her  great  attention*  ;  . 

She  with  condesoensioni  ?  . 

Accepted  fruit,  put*  to  boot,  oh  l  dear*  oh ! 
And  on  our  journey  back  to  town, 

I  said  I’d  like  to  know  ,  !  - 

If  she’d  let  me  her  sweetheart  be, 

“I’ll think,” saya  Charity  Crow,  dh!  oh!  oh! 

.  /«  •  Charity  CrOw,  &c. 

'  .  V, :  •  si  \'f  •'  :  r  '  '.{.(yrnfif  X 

“Oh!  you  must  ask  my  Father,!’  % 

Said  I,  “  I  think  I’d  rather 
Ask  yourself,  you  silly  elf,  oh'!  dear,  oh !” 
Said  I  “  Refuse  to  hear  my  pr&y’r. 

My  brains  I’ll  quickly  blow  out !  ” 

“  Don’t  ”  said  she,  “  you’ve  none  to  spare.” 
Tormenting  Charity  Crow,  oh !  oh !  oh !  oh ! 

Charity  Crow,  &c. 

; ;  •  t«  U  T  >  ",i  ~i  *-•  ■  .i':  ‘  ^ 

Ten  long  mbnths  I’ve  courted, 

Ten  loiig  months  I’ve  sported. 

Day  by  day  in  every  way,  oh !  dear,  oh ! 

But  faint  heart  ne’er  fair  lady  won,  x 
So  to  her  I  will  go  ; 

My  love  is  hotter  thAn  the  sun, 

I’m  scorched  for  Charity  Crow*  oh !  oh!  oh ! 

Charity  Crow,  &c. 


(>.'■  i  •  ! • . .  .  1 

PLODDING  THROUGH  THE 
EAXZffn 

Written  by  Ha&ey  Sidney. 

Composed  by  FEE#.  FEencU 
Music  published  by  Mopwbod  and  Crew , 
42,  New  Bond  Street. 

Sitting  lately  at  ihy  windbV, 

On  a  rainy  day,  t  *  r  •*-' 

Time  I* whiled  away  by  watching, 

All  who  passed  that  way. 


From  the  weather  some-protected. 
Others  moved  in.  pain ; 

Som*  in  hunger,  dold,  neglected,  ] 
Wretched  in  the  raim 

Wretched  in  the  rain. 


)  :ji;  l  .  ■  i:  J  s 4  "  • ;  *  .  ■  •>; 

Postman  comes,  delivers  letters. 

Sorely?  Fm  afraid, !  w./  * 

Of  public  servants,  few  are  better. 
None  so  badly  paid* 

Men  must  vary  in  their  station, 
j  Let  him  not  complain.; 

But  heaven  keep  him  from  temptation. 
Plodding  through  the  rain. 

Plodding,  tripping,  &c. 


A  Female  form  my  eye  next  catches— 
Carrying  a  Child, 

Singing  snatches,  selling  matches. 

See  the  infant  smiled. 

Still  closer  nestled  to  its  mother. 

Drops  to  sleep  again; 

May  He  befriend  them,  they’ve  no  other. 
Wretched  in  the  sain. ,  *  ?  ;  r  , 

Plodding,  tripping,  Ac, 


Relief  I  gave  them,  fclod  and  money, 
Sppedily  they’re  gone; 

Grim  policeman  gaunt  and  stoney. 
Bids  her  to  move,  on. 

Duty  makes  this  man  suspicious, 
Beggars  sigh  in  vain. 

He  thinks  all  kindness  injudicious 
*  To  paupers  in  the  rain. 

Plodding,  tripping,  &c. 


Eyes  half  ( 

Old  uneasy  seat. 

Weather-beaten  apple  woman. 

Wherefore  in  the  street. 

To  the  ginshop  should  she  totter. 

Just  to  get  a  drain ; 

For  such  indulgence  pray  blame  not  her,  . 
Sitting  in  the  rain. 

Sitting,  slipping. 

Drenched  and  dripping, 

Shiv’ring  in  therain. 


See,  with  pliant  step  and  supple. 

Two  folks  next  appear ; 

Watch  that  loving  courting  couple. 
Closer  drawing  near. 

Neath  one  small  umbrella  walking 
Whisp’ring  love’s  old  strain. 

Heedless  of  the  weather,  talking. 
Happy  in  the  rain, 

Trotting,  tripping. 

Drenched  and  dripping, 

Happy  in  the  rain. 

Rest  to  some  men  would  be  hunger, 
Hand.to  mouth  they  live ; 

Cabman,  ’busman,  costermonger, 
Daily  have  to  strive. 

Watching  life’s  damp  dreary  feature, 
I've  not  looked  in  vain ; 

1  If  more  I  love  my  fellow-creature, 
Plodding  in  the  rain. 

Plodding,  tripping, 

Drenched  and  dripping. 
Wretched  in  the  rain. 
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WATXR'CKBSSES.  xi 

Music  published  by  Bopisoodtfnd  Crew,  42, 
New  Bond  Street, W. 

Written  and  Sung  by  Habei  Clifton. 

I  am  a  jolly  Farmer,  from  Bedfordshire  I  came. 
To  see  some  friends  at  Camberwell,  and  Morgan 
it  myMfradev*  •  •  L.:,^h:orl 

At  a  dairy  farm  near  DuntUble  1  live  when  I’m 

at Wtikbt  ••  *  •  * ^ •; •  ■  J 

And  if  I  get  safe  back  Again,  from  there  1*11 
never  roam.  !>’ .  -t  .  ■  -.uv*  i»I;! 

But  if  you’ll  give  attention,  I  will  tell  Without 
dfelay,  ■  >>•  -■  .•  i 

How  a  buxom  little  damsel  my  affections  led 
astray,  .  /  •  i 

And  promised  for  to  marry  me  upon  the  first  of 
May,  >  :  v  y  \m 

And  left  me  with  a  bunch  of  Waters  cresses. 

>  • ; f ; :  i  ;  rtf’  •  tytfc'i  fV} 


’Twas  on  the  first  of  April  when  I  arrived  in 
town,  v 

And  being  quite  a  stranger,’ I  wandered  up  and 
■'  'down,  ' 

Until  I  lost  myself  entirely,  I  caniiot  tell  you 
■  where,  !  'J'  " 

But  ’twas  in  a  very  quiet  street,  the  corner  of  a 


square. 

A  neatly  dress’d  young  woman  came  walking 
down  the  way — 

As  long  as  I  remember  I  shall  ne’er  forget  the 
day ; 

For  she  promis’d  then  to  marry  me  Upon  the 
first  of  May, 

And  she  left  me  with  a  bunfchof  Water- cresses. 


politely  I  address’d  her  and  thus  to  her  did  say, 
“  I  wish  to  go  to  Camberwell,  can  yod  direct  the 
way?”  ( 

“  Oh,  yes  Sir!  oh„yes  Sir!”  she  Speedily  replied, 
“Take  the  turning  on  the  left,'  then  go  down 
the  other  si de.^.*; 

Her  voice  .it  was  the  sweetest.  I  ever  yet  did  hear. 
In  her  hands— which  like  the  fitly,  were  so  very 
white  and  clear,' 

She’d  a  bunch  of  early  onions,  and  ahalf-a-pint 
of  beer. 

Some  pickles  and  a  bunch  of  Water-cresses. 

I  bow’d  and  I  thank’d  her,  and  walk’d  by  h-er 
side,  C 

And  thought  how  well  she’d  look  as  a  dairy- 
farmer’s  brkle ;  ;<•  * 

I  gather’d  resolution,  half  in  earnest  half  in 
joke,  r  . 

I  hinted  matrimony,  these y^rv  words  r  spoke; 
“  i’ve  a  farm  of  forty  acres,  I’ve  horses,  c-»ws, 
and  geese, 

Besides  I  have  i  dairy  311'd  with  butter,  milk, 
and  cheese. 

Will  you  marry  me  and  mistress  be,  fair  lady  of 
all  these. 

And  we’ll  pass  our  days  on  love  and  Water- 
cresses.” 

She  replied  with  a  smile  (or  a  leer  if  you  choose), 
“  You  arc  so  very  generous,  I  cannot  well  re¬ 
fine. 

So  give  me  your  direction  and  I  will  without 
delay, 


Prepare  fox WUlJfctlDnyk  td  lifted,  ftl&iour,  and 

I’ve  a  wSum  ttNn'to  boy,  and  wmeliltWbilto 

te&y,”  ,  --'A  ...•  dmu  jA  a ; 

I  handed  her  a  sovereign,  expenses  to  defray. 
And  she  promised  for  to  marry  me  upon  the 
first  A  A-i  V:  a 

When  she  left  maMitfea  bunch  of  WateiMcresses. 

•',0  ;X»s6 <  f.dt  s>.»  :  ,'A 

Next  day  a  letter1 1  received,  and  read  there 
with  surprise* * '  ’  •••'<••' *  •'  ■  * !  '• 1 5  f;  *  }r 

“Dear  disappointing  you,!  must 

i  apbkygiie;  .  v>'’‘ 

But  whtfft  next  you'sfckA  stranger  into  partner¬ 
ship  for  life,  •'  >  V 

Be  sure  shd  is  a  Maiden,  or  a  WidoW^*6t  a 
Wife.  *v  :  , 

I’ve  a /husband  ©f  iny.own,  and  his  name  U 
Willie  Grey;  ‘  !  > 

And  wbmt4di6ku>^fbrd  iti  the  sovereign  I’ll  f>ey. 
To  think  that  1  should  marry  you  upon  the  first 
of  May, 

Why,  you  must  bavftbeei^as  greei^asWate©* 
cresses.”  r  ri,v  £f#|| 

■io  •  ••••=.  Ac  ■  -  •  I  w.t;  ’  ;:.ib  l 

r<;  -!*<  >.  ill'!/;  ' 

I’D  CHOOSE  TO  OE  A  BABT, 


Iji-nis  r. v>.  i-v. 

,MaCKNEY^  ,H!i- 


r  Fd  fcliofese  to  be  a  baby, 

A  pretty  little  flower, 

A  piny  thing*  for  the  lardies—  *  ‘ ' 

No  care  itf 'Cbildhbod’s'hotfr. 

;  ThoiatW^  they  would  pet  ttle,' 

And  pat  tne  on  tlie  brow. 

And  say  I  was  a  beauty,  - 
Why  don’t  they  say  it  now. 

I’d  choose  to  be  A  baby, 

A  pretby  little  flower, 

A  plaything  for  the  ladies— 

N.Oitare  in  childhood’s ihour.  i  < ' '' ' 
•wa'.isi  t/ ;  e.xArdi  V 
The  girls  would  kiss  and  hug  me,  * 
Say  ing,  ”  Tiif  fc’s  a  d«ar,t  don*^cty,w 
And  fondly  iulli  n&C  fast  asleep,. 

;v .  And  sing  « 'veet- luUaby.  b 
How  they  did  prefix  and  Cuddle  me. 
Till  I  fflt-  anyhow. 

Undress,  and  put  me  off  to  bed ; 

I  wish  they’d  do  it  pow., . . 

I’d  choose  to  her 

How’tbey,did  like  to  get  me,  , 

And  take  rzt  on  their  lap, 

Then  fill  my  little  b^Tlv,.;  \  . 

Wvh  loliypops  aiid.iap ; 

They’d  shi other *  md  With  kisses. 

And  dress  rile  fine  somehow. 


And  let  me  do  whate’er  I  liked; 
1  wish  they’d  do  it  now. 

I’d  choose  to  be, 


Oh.  when  I  a 
They’d  walk  rnddiitserene. 

They  ’d  powder  ipe;  and  wash  me. 
And  keep  me  pice  and  clean; 
They’d  praise  rtrj  little  figure. 

And  ki&  me  on  the  brow, 

And  wish  tbey.  h^d  one  like  me ; 
Why  don*t  they  do  it  now?  ; 

,r  .I’d  choose  ta  be,M» 


u; 


3  ■  [  ■  ■"> 


NBW  *ND  ‘FAVOURITE  66ng£' 


' ,J  »A**ii±i'At ; 

WITH  HER  6 INGHAM  HJfB|tEIXA. 

til  6  ■  a 

When  you’re  listen’d  to  my  ditty,  3  v 
My  *oes*ou  will  pity,  ,u  i* 

I*m  a  clerk  in  the  City— »  »•'  ‘  .  <  , 

Engaged  Aram  tea  tfll  three*  ‘  ’ 

But  with  love  my  heart  is  laden# 

For  a  yeiy  oharming  maiden, 

Thatonedayby  accident  I  happen’d  to  see  1 
Her  eyes  were  as  black  as  the  pipe  of  a  pear. 
Her  clicks' they  were  rosy— in  ringlets  hung 
.  .  her  hair : 

‘  Andher  ^  liaUellh,  with  >  Gingham 

Umbrella,.  r  ,  1 

Andf  fifer  talher  keeps  a  barber’s  shdp  at 
Islhjftop.  And  her  name,  &c. 

Thinking  I  would  woo  her, 

I  politely  walk’d  up  to  her. 

And  began  a  conversation  n 
So  gallant  and  so  free. 
Whensoon.Itiid.diskiver*-* 

As  we  steam’d  up  the  river — 

She  was  Bo’son  to  a  bonnet  shop  in  Batter- 
fcea.  -*£«  ' 

I  ask’d  her  her  residence,  I  asked  her  her  name. 
When  she  said  that  with  pleasure  she  would 
tell  me  the  same,  j 

And  putting  ujf  her  *  Umbrella,  said,  “My 
name  is  Isabella,  -  ‘l 

And  niy  father  keeps  a  barber’s  shop:  at 
Islington.”  -  AtfdT her  name,  &c. 

s:  \  u*  ■  >•  ,^v 

After  chattVpgt  for  the  present  ; 

We  parted  very  pleasant, 

I  begg’d  that  very  shortly.  , 

I  might  meet  with  her  again  ;  t< 

She  said,  “  Oh !  sir,  with  pleasure,* 

Then  she  pack’d  up  all  her  treasure. 

Which  she  put  beneath  her  cloak,  just  to 
keep  it  from  the  rain. 

She’d  a  very  large  nosegay,  *twas*a  bundle  Of 
stocks,  v  ::  ,  fa 

A  blue  paper  parcel,  and  a  large  bonnet  bog. 
With  a  Gingham  Umbrella,  had  my  charming 
Isabella,  1  »  •  )«•  ;  ! 

Who’s  Father  keeps  a  barber’s  shop  at  IsBng-  | 
,l.  ton.  And  her  name,  &c. 

.  '  •  ■  •  wbr  iii  ’• 

I  took  her  down  to  Sydenham 
And  paid  for. her  admission, 

I  took  her  down  t<>  Gravesend, 

Escorted  her  to  Kew, 

I  treated  her*  £0  itf  adame 
Tussaud’s  exliibiticm. 

And  eight  hours  at  the  se  aside  at  Brighton 
tpo;  1 

At  length  we  were  engaged  ip  a  regu’ar  way. 
And  niy  iiouri  passed  as  hapJpy  as  the  flowers 
in  May, ,  .  -ST  .  .. .  .. 

When  l  thought  of  Isabela  and  her  Gingham 
UmSreHa, 

And  her  Father^  UtUeharber’a  khop  at  Isling¬ 
ton.  And  her  name,  &c. 

.  1 .  li  ■  ....  tfy}.  y  ‘  '  •  . 

Bjit  you’ll  find  in  the  sequel 
My  woes  have  not  an  equal. 

For  oh  t>  most  deceitful  .  ■-  * 

She  proved  at  length  to  me. 


’  My  Isabel  to  .meet  her,Y  •  *  v 
But  alap  Ino  Isabella  7 
I  there  could  see ; 

When  just  by  the  Angel  I  ckaqobdrte  drop-^ 
Somehow  or  other— in  a  Sixpenny  <hopr 
1  Add  therewaa  Isabella,  with  agtnger  whieket’d 

feller,  1  i*.sv  •  m< 

8he  was  doing  double  shuffle  up  at  Islington. 

And  her  name,  &c. 

.  :  j  V  -  (|  m  t  • 

|  By  the  horrid  sight  attracted, 

,  I  felt  so  distracted,  >  . 

Iknow  not  how  I  acted— 


*•  The  fellow’s  drunk,; torn  him  ouM^ 

As  If  if  had  been  me 
And  not  them  in  the  wrong. 

When  I  rush'd  at  my  rival,  satisfaction  to  gain. 
But  la  this,  my  endeavours  1  found  were  quite 

•  in  vaitv  '•*'  •  <’»  ':- 

For  up  rush’d  Isabella;  and  with  her  gingham 
Umbrella  <*>■ 

Spoil’d  my  new  Six- and  Nine  up  at  Islington.- 
*  &  ■"  And  her  name,  &c. 

*?  a*;-1: 

.  |  m  .  ,  .  .  »*  / 

Quite  madden’d  with  the  doings 
Qf  this  wicked  young  spinster, 

I  resolved  that  I  would  end 
Both  nay  love  apd  mY  woes, 

Se  I  rush’d  right  ayfay 
Tow’rds  the  bridge  of  Westminster, 
Determined  in  the  river  Thames 
To  end  my  troesr.  ’  '  1 

But  I  quickly  changed  my  mind;  for  to*myself 
I  thought 

There’s  as  good  fish  in  the  sea  as  ever  wan 

*  eatrgfttY  ;!' 

Then  a  fig  for  Isabella  and  her  Gingham  Urn* 
'  brella,  ' '  '  .  *  1  ,;; 

And  her  Father’s  little  barber’s'ihop  at  Isling¬ 
ton.  1  J  And  her  name,  &c. 


THEBE’S  A  LIGHT  IN  HER 

LAUGHING  ETE. 

There’s  a  light  in  her  laughing  eye, 

A  sparkling  beam  from  the  mind  within. 

As  the  lightning  flash  in  the  sky, 

1  is  a  gleam  from  the  world  that  knows  .no  sin- 
There’s  a  charm  in  her  gracious  smile. 

A  charm  that  drives  each  doubt  away. 

As  the  dawn  to  some  favor’d  Isle, 

Is  the  dawn  of  hope  to  a  glorious  day. 

There’s  a  light,  &c. 

O!  there’s  a  charm  in  her  gentle  sigh; 

A  voice  that  whispers  of  joy  and  love. 

As  the  murmuring’  breeze  in  its  melody 

Ta  a  whisper  we  catch  from  the  blest  above. 
There’s  a  light  in  her  laughing  eye, 

A  sparkling  beam  from  the  mind  within. 

As  the  lightning  flash  in  the  sky. 

Is  a  gleam  from  the  world  that  knows  no  sin- 
There’ 8  a  charm  in  her  gracious  smile, 

A  charm  that  drives  each  doubt  away, 

As  the  dawn  to  some  favor’d  Isle, 

Is  the  dawn  of  hope  to  some  glorious  day. 

There’s  a  light,  &c# 


NE  W  AND-  FAVOUMTE  $ONGS,  S3 


KARTS  rOUCEXAK. 

jfffgMl  mm I  Stmg  by  Hr.  Riohtor.  fa  his  Bniertaimsmetd 

mUitUd  “  Our  Street,"  at  the  Royal  Colosseun u  , 
Ctdie  published  by  L' Enfant  }  Hodgkin*,  Hatkboae  Placu 

Kind  fritndr  pay  attention  and  my  woea  I  Will 
relate. 

.And  although  it  may  seem  rather  queer*  it's  all 
true  what  I  state. 

An  a  man  of  editation,  likewise  you  wUi  aee 
that  ,  l 

fm  not  a  common  sort  of  chap,  bat  a  reg’lar 
harristocrat ; 

And  a  fortin*  I*<1  a  made,  as  I’m  a  knowing  blade. 
And  up  to  many  rummy  tricks,  tho*  I  never 
learnt  a  trade;  7  ‘‘  ' 

But  vene’er  good  luck  1  see,  it's  alius  dre# 
away  from  me, 

*Co§  a  P’liceman  With  big  whiskers  takes  a  sly 
glance  at  me. 

Bow  yi  I  fears  that  P'liceman's  glance  very 
quickly  ,  will  be  seen  ; 

t  once  put  on  some  soldier's  clothes  and  passed 
for  a  horse-marine; 

I  made  strong  love  to  a  servant  gal,  ven  she 
•  fetch’d  her^master’s  beer, 

Though  1  know’d  she  got  a  P’liceman  for  her 
true  lovier. 

At  the  area  gate  one  night,  yen  ve  thought  it 
vos  all  right, 

fihe  brought  nie  out  a  cold  meat  pie,  but  started 
vith  affright. 

The  cause  of  her  alarm  I  turned  round  to  see, 
Ven  Mary’s  P’liceman  with  big  whiskers  took  a 
sly  glance  at  me,  *  f 

Next  1  thought  to  make  somecash  by  pertendin* 
to  be  blind,,  .  ..  * 

1  had  a  dog  tied  to  a  string,  vich  I  slowly  valk’d 
behind,  •  t:  ...  , 

“  I’m  blind,”  vos  wrote  upon  a  card,  my  dog  he 
.  had  a  tin, 

Vich  he  carried  in  his  mouth  for  folks  to  put 
the  money  in* 

Vith  closed  eyes  I  vent  my  round,  venZ  thought 
I  heard  a  sound 

Like  a  shilling  dropp’d  into  the  tin  of  my  poor 
faithful  hound. 

T  slowly  open’d  my  right  eye,  a  shilling  thought 
to  see. 

But  instead  of  a  bright  shilling,  Zdary's  Bobby 
glanc’d  at  me. 

Then  I  put  on  sailor’s  clothes,  tied  my  arm  up 
in  a  sling, 

And  fastened  on  a  vooden  leg,  vich  looked  like 
the  real  thing, 

I  talk’d  about  my  rounds  and  scars,  and  sung 
about  the  sea,  ' 

'Cos  English  folks  for  poor  sailors  have  alvays 
sympathy: 

A  lady  came  along  who  listened  to  my  song, 
Vich  made  her  cry,  ’cos  my  voice,  if  not  sweet, 
is  strong, 

She  then  offered  me  some  money  ,  vich  I'dnearly 
got,  ven  he —  ,•? 

Mary’s  P’liceman  with  big  whiskers — took  a  sly 
glance  at  me.  s  . 

Then  the  starving  father  dodge  vith  an  infant  I 
did  try, 

I  paid  sixpence  for  a  baby,  Vich  I  pinch’d  to 
make  it  cry  ;  *  T'*’’ ' 

??his  dodge  don’t  pass  so  veil  iust  now — the  only 
season  is  i 


That  babies  used  to  bs  so  cheap,  but  babies  now 
isris. 

But  an,  oid  gent  vith  the  gout  I  saw  pull  his 
purse  out. 

And  1  should  ha*  got  a  summat  wery  handsome 
I’venodoubti 

But  I  dropp’d  the  baby  in  the  mud,  as  a  woice 
exclaim'd  to  me, 

“  Move  on !”  and  Mary’s  P’liceman  took  a  sly 
glance  atme*  !  ,  • 

Once  I’di  walk’d  so  werry  fur  my  legs  I  could 

Sol  sat  down  pn  a  door-step  and  I  quickly  fell 
asleep. 

And  i q  my  sleep  I  htf  some  dreams  of,  oh!  such 
pleasant  things, 

I  thought  1  was  the  friend  of  princes,  emperors 
and  kings* 

I  was  at  the  court  of  France,  fir  away  from 
that  sly  glance, 

A-waltzing  with  the  Empress— who  had  just 
ask'd  me  to  dance ; 

I  squeez’d  her  hand,  she  squeezed  mine,  that 
squeeze  it  woke  me  up. 

And  the  P’licemen— not  the  Empress— took  a 
sly  glance  at  me. 

<  ’  'I  *  < Jj  '  ' 

Now  P’licemen  is  a  useful  lot,  does  some  good  I 
deSsay, 

At  leest  when  they're  not  wanted,  they're  always 
in  the  way ; 

:  I've  beard  it  said  as  In  olden  times  they  used  to 
torture,  hake.  and.  burn* 

But  what  torture’a  like  that  Policeman's  sly 
glance  I’ve  yet  to  learn. 

Go  where,  do  what  I  will,  that  sly  glance  is  on 
me  still; 

I  wish  I  was  a  M.P.,  I  would  then  bring  in  this 
kill,  ; ' 

If  a  P’liceman  saw  an  honest  man  as  lived  by 
roguery, 

That  P’liceman  should  be  hung  for  only  one 
sly  glance  at  he. 

THE  SAILOR'S  GRAVE. 

Our  bark  was  far,  far  from  the  laud. 

When  the  fairest  of  our  gallant  bend 
Grew  deadly  pale,  and  weaned  away, 

Like  the  twilight  of  an  autumn  day*  ' 

We  had  watch'd  him  through  long  hours  of  pain. 
Our  caret  were  great,  our  hopes  in  vain. 
Death's  stroke  he  gave  no  coward’s  alarm, 

But  he  smiled  and  died  in  his  messmate’s  arms* 

We  had  no  costly  Winding-sheet, 

We  placed  two  round  shots  at  his  feet. 

He  lays  in  his  hammock  as  snug  and  as,  sound 
As  a  king  in  his  long  shroud,  marble-bound ; 
We  proudly  deck’d  his  funeral  vest 
With  a  British  dag  upon  his  breast*— 

We  gave  him  this  as  a  badge  of  the  brave,  , 
And  then  he  was  fit  tor  a  sailor’s  grave. 

Our  voices  broke  and  hearts  turned  weak. 

Oft  tears  Were  seen  on  the  brownest  cheek, 

The  quiver  played  ou  the  lip  of  pride. 

As  we  lower’d  him  down  the  ship's  dark  side ; 
Then  a  splash  and  a  plunge,  and  our  task  was 
o’er 

And  the  billows  rolled  as  they  rolled  before. 
And  many  wild  prayers  hallow’d  the  wave* 
And  he  sank  beneath  a  sailor’s  grave. 


/ 


NEW  AND  f5LVO0KtrE  SONGS. 


KISS  ME  QUICK. 

2$X)NO  BT  Mb.  W.  P.  Collibs. 

The  other  night,  as  I  was  sparking  sweat  Tta> 
lina  Spray,  ■  1 

The  more  wo  whisper’d  our  love-talking,  me 

more  we  had  to  say;  >  h  '  .  _ 

The  old  folks  and  the  tfctlaoaee  were  frst  asleep 
in  bed,  ,n.  •».;  -v-  ' 

I  heard  a  footstep  on  the  stair*,  now,  what  OO 
you  think  she  said  ?  _  . 

Oh !  kiss  me  quick,  and  go,  my  honey  1 
Kiss  m^qu&k,  and  go. 

To  cheat  surprise,  and  prying  eyes, 

Why,  kiss  me  quicks  and  go. 

The  other  nh^it  I  tqok  Tarlina  a  moonlight 
promenade,  A  _  j 

And  soon  we  brought  up  to  the  doorstep  where 
the  old  folk*  staid.  .  ^  !/;  , 

The  clock  struck  one,  our  hearts  struck  two, 
when,1  peeping  over  head,  . 

I  saw  a  nightcap  raise  the  blind,  now,  what  ao 
you  think  she  said-?  .  •  ■  , .  „  . 

Oh!  kiss  me  quick,  &c. 

Xast  Sunday  night  we  sat  together,  sighing, 
side  by  side,  .  , _  ]:•  ?' 

Just  like  two  winter  leaves  of  .cabbage  in  the 
sunshine  fried.  . 

My  heart  with  loye  was  nigh  to  split  to  ask  her 

Said?.  “Shaft’lgo  for  the  priest  I  KoW,  what 
do  you  think  .he  ^d  l 


TOU  THB  BXSZiXa  FOR  X«II>X»A 
DALE.  ; 

Sumo  bt  Mb.  3.  W.  Ratmob.  • 
My  LiUa  dear  is  »leepta  g 


'Neath  the  old  chestnut  tree. 
The  spot  where  oft  she  wandered. 
When  innocent  and  free. 

The  wild  rose  and  the  myrtle^ 

Still  cluster  round  the  spot; 
But  my  heart’s  filled  with  sorrow. 
And  lonely  is  my  lot 


BZ3*ttl'iru£  stlt.  ~ 

k  \  *• 

Beautiful  star, in  heaven  so  bright,  v 

Soltly  falls  ftrsilt’iy  lightt 
As  thou  movest  from  earth<afhr • 

Star  of  ^evenin^hSutlMmr. 

/  j  Star  of  the  evening,  &•» 

sssxs^sssssL* 

Upward  thy  spirit’s  pinions  try  1 
To  realm*  of  love  beydfad  the  sky. 

To  realms  of  lov«,&n 

Shine,  oh^rtai^  1  < 

Star  of  the  twlS|ht,  ^ 

ra  X.EATZKO  THBB  SB  SORROW, 

J  ANNIE.  '  « 

Sung  by  Mb  D.  S.  Wamsold.  , 

••  ^  i  ‘  •:/  *>tt  ■  «<  *  . <■  .  * 

I’m  leaving  thee  in  sorrow,  Annie, 

Perhaps  for  many  years. 

It  is  mOre  kind  to  part  no#,  dearest, 

^ Thanijta^er herehipaih,  v 

But  nefer  may  come  again. 

t  I’m,  leaving  thee,  &p. 

I’m  thinking  of  the  past,  dear  Annie, 

When  your  locks  were  bright  as  gold; 
Tour  smiles  were  soft,  but  now,  dear  Annie, 
Our  hearts  seem  growing  cold. 

It  was  not  time  that  stole -the  blossoms 
From  off  thy  cheeks  so  fair,  a 
But  winter  came  too  soon  uppn  them. 

And  chill’d  the  fi6#Vet  there. 

I’m  leaving  thee,  Sco. . 


Chords, 

Toll,  toll  the  bell,  for  gentle  Lilia  Bala, 

And  let  its  tones  echo  through  the  vale; 

Our  Lilt*  dear  we’ve  lest,  so  loving,  kind,  and 
true ;  v  ’•  l> 

Bing  tcHlay  ope  sad  lajrp tort  Lilia  Dalai 

’Bs  spring;  the  bird*  are  warbling 
A  sad  and  mournful  tale. 

Of  beauty  once  so  blooming. 

So  quiet  through  the  vale ; 

The  wild  rose  drops  a  dewy  tear 
For  earth-loSt  Lilia  Dale. 

■  >'  •  Tell,  toll  the  hell,  to 

My  Lilia  dear,  lfm  Watching; 

O!  wilt  thou  never  come. 

To  greet  me  with  a  Wearing 
From  tliy  far,  angel  home  !  i ; 

My  sad.  heart  .now  is  aching. 

With  b'*vy  care  oppressed; 

O!  may  I  q^pkly.grait  thpe. 

In  that  pure  Tana  of  rest. 

lV4,  tofl  the  bell,  &*. 


THE  CHARM. 

They  say  there’s  a  secret  charm  that  lies 
In  some  wild  fiow’ret’s  bell. 

That  grows  in  a  Vale  Where  the  west  wind  sighv 
And  where  secrets  best  might  dwell ; 

And  they  who  can  find  the  Airy  flower, 

A  treasure  possess  that  might  grace  a  throne, 
For  oh!  they  can  rule,  with  the  softest  power, 

,  The  heart  they  would  make  their  own. 

The  Indian  hap  toil’d  fo  the  dugky  mine. 

For  the  gold  that  has  made  him  a  slave; 

Or,  plucking  thepeeri  from  thf  seargbd’s  shrine,. 

Has  tempted  the  wriath  of  the,  wave.  - 
But  ne’er  has  he  sbugnt,  with  alove  like  mine. 

The  flower  that  holds  the  heart  in  thrall. 

Oh !  rather  I’d  win  thstchafm  divine, 

.  Than  their  gold,  and  their  pearl,  and  alL 

I’ve  sought  it  by  day,  ftemxnbrn  till  eve, 

I'ye  won  it  in  dreams  at  night,  , 


And  then  how  1  gift#*  my  couch  to  leave, 
■  And  sigh  at  the  morning  light. 

Yet  sometimes  I  think,  ia  a  hopeful  hour. 
The  blissful  moment  I  yet  may  *&*»,  > 

To  win  the  flow’r  from  the  foiry’s  bowfr, 
And  give  it,  lot«,  fo  theef^  * 


NW  AND  mTWmT&  WTm* 


POUT 

OF  TAJmSSmOH  iii 

Music  published  jby  fttpwpod  mi  Crew*  4 2 , 
New  Bond  Street* 

Sunn  bt  Habit  Cums.  . 

Tm  a  broken  hearted  liilk roan,  in  grief  I'm 
arrayed, 

Through  kedpingo^the  company  of  a  young 

Who  lived  on  board  wage®,  to  keep  the  house 
clean,  n-  *iu.fi>n  o  l 

In  a  gentleman's  family  near  Paddington  Green. 
She  was  as  beautiful  aS:abUtterdy, 

And  as  rngtiffeK 

Was  pretty  r 
Ot  Pad<“ 


Her  eyes  was  as  black  as  the  pips  ef  the  pear. 
Ho  rose  in  the  garden  with  her  cheeks  could 

CODDITC  t 

Her  hid?  bung  in  ringlets  so  beautlfiil  ahd  long, 
1  thought  that  she  loved  B|f  kpt  I  found  I  was 
wrong.  She  was,  &c. 


‘Milk 


When  I'd  rattle  in  the  morning  ah#  cry, 
below/'  •-  •  ■■  m  ■  ■ 

At  the  sound  of  my  milk  cans  her  face  she 
would  show. 

With  a  smile  upon  her  countenance  and  a 
laugh  in  her  eye— 

If  I  thought  She'd  net  love  me  I’d  lay  downapd 
die.  She  wps*  &c* 


‘Oh! 


When  I  asked  her  to  marry  me,  she  said, 
what  stuff,” 

And  told  me  to  drop  it  for  she  had  quite  enough 

Of  my  nonsense— at  the  .same  time  I'd-  been 
very  kind. 

But  te  marry  a  Milkman  sbedid  not  feel 
inclined.  Sbe  was,  &c. 

*4‘  Oh!  the  man  that  has  me  must  have  silver 
and  gold, 

A  chariot  to  ride  in  and  be  handsome  and  bold. 

Hie  hair  must  be  curly  aa  any  watch  spring. 

And  his  whiskers  as  long  as  a  brush  tor  cloth  ing." 

X."  She  was,  &c. 


The  words  that  she  uttered  went  through  to  my 
heart, 

I  sobbed,  I  sighed,  and  from  her  did  depart  . 
With  a  tear  on  my  eyelid*  as  big  aa  a  bean. 
Bidding  good-bye  to  Polly  and  Paddington 
Green.  She  was,  &c. 

In  six  months  she  married— this  hard-hearted 
girl — 

But  it  was  net  a  wicount;  and  it  was  not  a 

.  'near!,  •  •  ^ . 

It  wis  not  a  baronite,  buta  skade  or  two  wtif, 
’Twas  a  bow-legged  coudwto  of  a  twopenny 
'Bus.  :  V%,  :..’V  •  She  was,  4$  ' 

GOUIS  SOWN  HOLBOAN 

il i  ..anti  ,t*byi 

.  MSI  44>  '9#* 

Written  bp  G.  W.  Hunt.  . 

SVKU  BT-  Kart  H ABLET. 

I  was  pTotneiiadinf  but  one  leVely  morn 
In  the  middle  of  July, 

Admiring  all  the  pretty  Uttle  dears 
As  they  went  passing  by, 


When  I  mw,  Ofc.!.  »*rt|  a  ,4e*r  Wtleijuck, 
i  this  frame  to  thnU, 


Who  caused  1 
As  she  swejpl  the  pave  with  a  green  cotton 
.drtfa#..  ;  j 

As  she  went  down  Holborn  Hill. 

At  she  wbnt.  down  Holborn  Hill, 

As  she  went  down  Holborn  Hill. 

No#  my  SWbHa  when  you're  cut, 

Just  mind  what  you’re  about, 

With  the  girfs  down  Holborn  Hill. 


’  v  jjk,*  /*u  ■  e 

As  I  pass'd  by,  she  look'd  so  shyT 
Says  I,  “tMiaa  is  your  name  Jones! ” 

Say 8  she— like  a  saint—*1  Well,  no  it 'ain't,* 
In,  oh !  such  lovely  tones  ; 

Spy*  she,  with  a  wink, 4  *  It's  nO  sudh  thitlk, 


My  name’s  Mafia  Till,”  . 

Ana  then  she  said  she  was  nu’ssery  maid, 


To  A  house  down  Holborn  Hill. 

Oh,  away  down  Holborn  Hijl,  &<y 


As  on  we  walk’d,  yr©  sighed  and  talk'd, 

About  love  aml  things  divine, 

She  had  seven  pounds  a  year,  her  sugar  and 
beer, 

So  I  ask'd  her  to  be  mind. 

Says  she,  “No, followers  is  allow’d 
In  the  house,  but  if  ydu’re  still. 

You  may  eqme  to-night,  and  I’ll  make  it  all 
right  *  •  ,  ‘  : 

At  the  house  down  Holborn  Hill:” 

Oh,  away  down  Holborn  Hill,  &c. 


I  was  there  in  a  crack/  Tsgbt  ovef  the  back, 
Beeause  all  the  doors  ^ere^shut ; 

And  to  reach  my  love  who  was  looking  cut 
above,' 

I  got  ©n  the  water  hut*  r 
When  to  my  dismay,  the  gave  way. 

And  in  I  fell  with  a  chill,. 

And  by  Jove!  I  found  I  was  half  drbwn'd. 

In  a  bntt  down  Holborn  Hill. 

In  a  butt  down  Holborn  Hill, 

Half  drown’d  down  Holborn  Hill. 

So  my  swells,  &c. 


Poor  Maria !  with  fright  she  scream’d  outright. 
And  loud  for  help  did  shopt 
When  her  master  came  down  in  his  flannel 
dressing  gown, 

And  kindly  pull'd  me  out ;  \ , , 

And  from  what  he  said  I  felt  afraid 
This  swell  he  meant  to  kill, 

And  my  fears  increased,  when  he  call'd, 
“  Police  !*•  t' 

But  there  was  none  do>  __  _ T. 

No  Police  down  jt^ibOru  Hill,  *  ■ 

No  Police  wa.Hplbprn  HUI.  , ,  f 
So  look  out  for  fhe^parotjtef .  ; 

For  no  doubt  you’ll  get  jt  hot, 

Away  down  Holborn  Hill. , 


Well,  the  master  let  me  go,  and  I  was  nc^slow 
In  belting  frem  thb  spot, 

But  between  me  and  you  and  the  Tio  Doloreux, 
By  Jove  1  I  had  it  hot. 

But  I  never  saw,  alas!  no  mo^e, 

MBSJsaasw .  mU 


For 


Somewhere  dewn  Holborn  Hill. 

Somewhere  down  Holborn  Hill,  &c. 


mtfr  And  tfAVotatrtE  songs. 


F<yoAOJ.BKtKI. 

vie  tVMl&i -ii'jsp »Li* - '<** *  ,v 

I  was  reared  ia  Donoaeter  seme  forty  y«*r»  »ge.  , 
But  time*  are  veqr idi*W«rt,  HiWV^  J°® 
know;  *a;v. :  ow?  w.sa  1 

I’ve  had  my  sharnot  sunshine*  of  opyrsc  I'«n  fc 
•  •  complain,  yd‘it\lbvh  yn  but  1  . 

But  the  good  old  days  *Bd 

they'll  nevet'  come  again.  . 

"  ;>  ..•/;,•>  v«»i  >;Poir  old -Mike  1 

For  now  Pm  growing  old,  and  my  age  it  doe* 

A  pooi^^woih  Phi  doe* 

Poor  fid' 4d3k,e!  poor  old,  Mike! 

.  ..  ‘  '•  ;•  f  .  .  .*; 

■'PTbeh  t  waerislBgali  je«i  *ut 

One  ofXord* I>erby*»  fryorltes,  for  i  trial  round 
.  the  count.  • ■;  0  ‘  —  •  •  *  • 

go  firm  and  neat  I  kept  my  seat,'  the  knowing 
one*  they  stat'd, 

M I  rattled  ln  tram*  two  mile  spin,  every  one 
declared— 

’Twas  clever  little  Mike.J< 

Then  I  was  made  a  Jockey,  it  sdited  ^ell>y 

A  handychap  at  a  han^ct^  smart  at  a  steeple 

Bast,  we?t,  pq^th,  or  south,  I  could  show  an 

For  I  always  acted  on  the.  square,  and  never 

sold  a  ra*^  .Honest  little  Jfijm !  ■ 

But  soon  T  grew  too  big,  I  could  neither  “  train  ” 1 
or  “  waste,”  J 

Mr  patrons  tpo  they^dr  so  fpck’d  in 
haste.'  "  ‘  .  . ; 

But  posting  days  WW  iil^  FW  M$*t; 
^  habk  1  bestrode,  •  f 

With  a  smack,  •• Y*hip !  crack  goes  the  whip, 
rattling  down  the  road ; 
raiumg  Me«y  litUe  Mike! 


Thetd  is  a  iong  that  will  linger  fdt  ever  in  enr 

9  urn**  « ■  s *  0 a  W.  '■ r  9  HE  2  ■  1 r  0 

Oh !  hard  times  come  again  no  more. 

r*’ v  V  1  "I  ‘  Cfiomus.  *  ' 

’Tis  the  song,  the  sigh  of  the  weary,  • 

Hard  times,  hard  timet  come  again  no  more ; 
Many  days  have  yep  lingered  around  my  cabin 
door,  , 

Ob  l  hard  times  come  again  no  more.  j 

\Hkile  we  seek  mirth  ind  beauty,  and  music  f* 

There*^*fr«Ll?  forms  fainting  at  the  d«w:  f 

Tho*  their  voices  are  silent,  their  pleading  looks 
will  say,  a 

n  Oh !  hard  times  come  again  no  more. 

’Tis  the  song,  &c. 

There’s  s  pile,  drooping  maiden,  who  works  her 
life  away 

With  a  wornheert,  e*p»hett*  dWf 
Though  her  .voice  would  M  merry,  tis  sighing 
all  the  day,  ...... 

Ohl  hard  times  come  ag«ln4no  more. 

'Tis  the  song,  &c. 

»TU  a  Mgb<that  is  wafted  acrosa  the  troubled 

•Tis  Twall  that  is  beard  eoroM  the  shore ; 

Tis  a  dirge  that  is  murmured  around  the  lowly 
,  >  grave, 

Ohi  hard  times  come  again  no  more. 

^  ’Tis  the  song,  fcCw 


But  f team  soon  run  ns  off  the  road,  and  *heu- 
matizm  set  in,  *••;*»**  ■** f  •  t£4iiv  . , 
’Twas  O^nlrjajrst,  .lpew.  ppvei^^^ny  troubles 

Relations,  ^  acqtiaihiances,  all  dead  or 

I  was 

*  t  oo^  old  X&ike ! 

By  the  young  ufc’s  beaten  out  and  out,  and 
bundled  from  the  yard,  .  .  .  .  -  -  — 

I  touted  in  St.  Martin’s  Lane^jor  sold  a  racing 

Sometimes’ I  get 'the  “tip*  wWen»a  old  friend  I 


THE  SNOW-WHITE  FX.TJMKE. 

The  sun  went<dbwn>on  Grecy’a  plain, 
Asdos’d  that  glorious  day. 

And  rift  by  bounties*  he&pa  of  alain 

The  vanquished  monarch,  lay. 

And  as  amid  the  dfep’ning  gloom 
They  sadly  search’d  it  o’er. 

They  knew  him  by  the  anoW-white  plume 
That  op  his  helm*  he  bore.  '■ 

The  ahfcdes  of  night  were  gath’ring  fast. 

The  stars  their  pale  Hght  ahed. 

When  o’er  the  field  the  Conqueror  past’d, 
And  paused  before ^the  dead  1  *'  < 

'He  seized  the  plhme  and  proudly  cried, 

“  Henceforth,  lair  England’s  heir,  r 
In  court,  or  camp,  or  battle-tide,  i 

No  mekner  crest  shall  wear.”  > 


ted  tiJay'i'airju *tethe  news  I  tell 
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TlM^e  COIttB  AGAIN  WO 
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Let  us  peuselndH*  p *nd  «>«»*  ltf 
many  tears, 

While  we  all  eup  sorrow  with  the  poor ; 


That  plume,  by  touch  of  hostile  hand,  • 
How  bravely  and  how  well 
Have  England’s  sons  kept  unprofaned, 

•Let  England’s  annals  tell ! » * 

Their  pride  has  been,  their  loyalty 
j, ,  ,  Untarpished  to  preserve, 

The  first  of  England’s  chivalry, 

Thnir  boast  is  still;  M I  serve.” 

Heaven  guard  him  well. /a}r  England’*  sen, 
tjpbh  Whbse  youthful  broW 
•  That  snow, white  plurpe-n*p  hobfy  pron— 

Is  proudly  waving  now.  ,  • 

Long  •  long  *  that  trophy  ftfdy  he  wear, 

:  In  honour  and  renown,  •  .  <  \  : 

Till  in  some  ye't  fir  distant  year. 

He  yields  it  for  the  Crown ! 
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O,  the  most  annoying  things n  life. 

Is  the  laugh  against  you  turn’d, 

For  nryfeif,  I’ve  had' my  share  of  it, 

Tho*  I’ve  many  a  lessen  le&m’d;  u 
Just  fancy  yourself  dress’d  aprttee  and  ne*\, 

<’  Face  glowing  with 'ruddiest  Walth ,  \  I 

When  with  mud  you’re  splash’d,  and  ^hear  boys 
«sh6ut^ r'  :  ?$s  tmp  *  •  iio 

Sp?fcen.— •*%feri^s  a  lark.”  ^ 

nt’  Ahfct  yau^an^Mu'd^M’diyouraelf.’’  -  ,7 

* 

To  a  wed dl nfc* being* aiife’d ,  hbw’goy  I  dress’d, 

When  coming  across  som&dhfty  bo.ys. 

Throwing  nfthfr-spl*hg£^rl  the  street.  ' 

One  youngster  lie  came  founding  o’er. 

My  chest  caught  the  feet jjof  the  elf. 

Left  his‘  bla£k  foot-priti  is/tlWn’grthmng  shouts  ■ 

r.vr  »  -1 

Spoken.—" Hilloo,  my  sveih’’f'  ;j  A®' 
tk  Ain’t  you  sot tyydu  th^k^^ourself.”*  ei 

.'•vf  fit  on  v\ 9Woz>  *  *  !  riO 

For  the  opera,  on^a  special  night, , 

I  had  taken  tickets  before 
For  self  and  lady,  aud-in  a  cab. 

Thro’  the  other  cabs  we  tore;  V; 

WhefcgcM^oipey; ££<rond^home; 

I  bad  left  both  tickets  and  pelf. 

Was  driven  bapk’midit  tho -cabmen’s  shouts**- 


Spoken.-^"' 


in  the  white  choker.*’, 


*.dT 


'  “  Ain’t  you  sorry' youdrefca’d  yourself. 

J''uOv!  v’iit  t  ■*  !'  r<  *» 

To  a  party>  one  .night? invited  out. 

Where  I  knew  my  lady  I’d  meet,  r,;  , 

And  feeling  jemima*  from  a  rival  wished ,  Av: 

My  intended  fair  to  keep. 

I  weht*  but  lo  l  ’twas  a  night  too  late,  »  '  .v  /  r 
I  looked  like  algtupid  elf. 

While  the  servants  tittered,  and  I  heard  thtfn 
sayr-  .  -Vnc-. ,  * 


Sjktken. — “He’s  a  nice  young  mah.” 


‘Ain’t  he  sorry  he  dress’d  himself.” 


Again,  bjupp^inectjp-wert  tUa  maid. 

I’d  taken  much  pains  in  my  dress, 

But  1? ramble  of  hours,  ,-r  /  • 

L\Vas  plV«ty^Wen  «red  you?ll  guess. 

When  suddenly  I  saw  two  forms  *  * 


’Twas  she  and  my  rival,  who  vaunting  said*- 


“'Ain’t  ysHnsoiry  you  dress’d  yourself.” 

....  32  sjjif  hast  ,Uo  in”  ~'va  j.-i 

I’d  n«ia  wedding,  sp 


e’d  wlth’ine'wed, 
\  invited  frfedds. 


Who  j4yfull^ine^di3^f®t 
She  never  came,  when  some  ufchins  rQir’d— 

..  4-».u i  4.  ...  a  *f! ,  9HiUr£i  e  ^'.x.  \  1  o  J 

Spoken.—"  Crikey,  don’t  he toeir  awful  down* 
^eprtedtho’.’’  \ai  IL/.-.t  r  -  •  vr;&  o  J. 

"+*9.*  I 

I*'-  f  ,  —  l  >  -  iih  •)»>  . 

.  One  mire  mishap  I’ll  mention  now, 

^Sisme  Stable  clothes  were1  br  ought  fbr  a  change, 

'^uArtf»;-r-dhejactiially^  tagh’dvin  my  face, 
while  I —  ,90  ‘.  r  a  2>h ,1 

•  I  was  ibrry  I  dresk’d  myself. 

'  '*  101*. 23!!  r/^OO  I cO)  1  ;r-. 

l:i  t'  Mifek;'‘SWSS’r  HOJKE.  ‘  ,f"r 


’Mld,:  pleasures  'sind  pirsceV  though  we  may 


,  f  roam,  , 

’fie  Tit,J  ever  so  htiAlil^'  llfete’s  rfo  plac^’:i!fee 
hope !  „  Ji ,T?>  1  r,nJ  11  & ‘ » — -*<  ;; 

A  charm  from  ^the' skies  seems  to  hallow  us 
,  here,  ,  _ 

Which  seek  thirbu^  thfe  W^rld ,  is  he’er  inet 
with  elsewhere.  9\n  V  ’  !  ;  /l 
^  ^  llbriie!  home,  sweet  home  1 


Oh!  give  me  mflt&Mly  thaM^dcottageagalnl 
The  birds  singing  gaily  that  comeat  htfy  call:— 
Give  fne'  sweet'  peace  of  mind  that’s  dearest 
than-alll.  }  .  .Home!  home,&c. 
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